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^ " Make sure you don't slip ! Or you'll be laying up
trouble for yourself. Once let the cossacks waver and the
devil knows where they'll get to. You can't talk to every-
body about such matters these days. I can't understand
the younger cossacks at all. Some have cleared out, and
others have stayed behind. It's a hard life. And it's not
life but darkness."
" Don't you have any doubt! " Miron smiled condescend-
ingly. " I'm not talking in the dark. People are like sheep :
where the ram goes, the whole flock follows. And so we
must show them the road. We must open their eyes to this
government. Where there are no clouds there's no thunder.
I tell the cossacks straight: they must rise in revolt. I hear
they've given orders to hang all the cossacks. And how are
we to take that ? "
Pantaleimon went home still more distracted, thoroughly
in the grip of anxiety and yearning. Now he felt how
completely foreign, hostile elements had begun to take
charge of life. The future was hidden in mist. The past
glimmered through the dusks of experience. Here was
Miron Korshunov, at one time the richest cossack in all the
district. And now the last three years had worn down his
power. His workers had all gone, he was sowing far less,
and he had had to sell his bullocks and horses for ridiculous
prices paid in falling currency. Only the hut with its carved
balcony and faded cornices remained to tell the tale of his
former glories. And in Miron Gregorievich himself two
elements were struggling for mastery: his fiery blood
revolted, drove him to work, forced him to sow his land, to
build sheds, to repair his farm implements, and to grow rich.
But more and more frequently he was oppressed by the
thought: " What was the good of getting rich, it would all
fall to the ground ? " and indifference tinted everything
with its deathly hue. His terrible hands did not seize the
hammer or hand-saw as in past days, but lay idly on his
knees. Old age had come upon him prematurely. Even
the earth grew repellent to him : in the spring he turned
to it as to an unloved wife, out of habit, from a sense
of duty. He increased his possessions without rejoicing,
and lost them without his former bitter regret. When
the Reds had taken his horses he had not even shown
himself, yet two years previously for a trifle of flax